Tlje Tragedy of Hamlet 

And am moft (enable in griefe for it, 

It (ball as levell to your judgement pearc 

As day does to your eye. A wife within. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now ? what noife is that ? 

O heat dry up my braines, teares feven times faic 
Burne out the fenfe and vertue of mine eye : 

By heaven thy madneffe (hall be paid with waight 
T ill our fcale turne the beame. O Rofe of May ! 

Deare maid, kind lifter , fiveet Ophelia ! 

O heavens 1 is’t poffible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life 1 

Ophel. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, Song] 

And in his grave rain’d many a teare; 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perlwade revenge 
It could not move thus. 

Ophel. You muft fing a downe, a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheele becomes it. 

It isthe falfe fteward that ftole his Mafters [daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Ophel. There’s Rofemary, that’s for remembrance, pray yon 
love remember, and there’s Pancies, that’s for thoughts.- 
Laer. A. document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There’s Fennill for you, and Columbines, there’s Revv for 
you , and here’s feme for mee , wee may [call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference; there sa 
Dafie : I would give you Ibrne Violets, but they witherd all when 
my father died ; they lay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thoughts and afflictions, paflion, hell it lelfe 
She turnes to favour and to prettinefie. 

Ophel. And will a not come againe. 

And will a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 

. He never will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnow. 


Song* 


Flaxen 



(Prince of Dcnma^ke* 

Araftbsy (hall beare and jndge 'twixt y° u an ^ me ’ 
<1° j.wt orbv collaterall hand 
Thev finde us toucht,we will our kingdomegive, 
SSne, onr life, and aUthat .recall oors 
To you in fatisfaCtion ; but if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience to us, 

An5 we foall jointly labour with your foule 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be lb. 

Hismeanes ofdeath,his obfeure funerall, 
li Sey,f»otd, not Hatchment ore his bones, 
No noble right, nor formall oftentation 
Cry to be heard as ’twere from earth to heaven, 
That I muft call’t in queftion. 


King. So you (ball, 

tod where th’offence is let the great axe fall. 


Exeunt. 



Hora. Let them come in. 

doe not know from what part of the world , 

fhould be greeted, if not from Lord 'Hamlet . Ent er Saylers, 

Say. God blefle you fir. 

Hora. Let him blelfe thee too.- 

Say. A lhall fir an’t pleafe him. There’s a letter for you fir, it 
:ame from the Embaffadour that was bound for England, if your 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. Horatio, when thou fhalthave over-look’t this, givethefe 
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